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VAGRANCY 


. 
| bartered freedom 

| 

everybody holding stones 

taking to them so kindly 

everybody building with the same plan 


| ; : ; 
keeping one eye on their neighbor 


the kingdom shakes 

a sweel melody 

oul of its sound 

and keeps men tracing trails 
between gilded gambling ships 


and the iron locks on the shore 


the sultan jealous thief of wandering spaces 
clears the streets and points oul commands 
with his rings 

to pressed-in sons who must guard his pride 


mercilessly 


not sons but statues 


slaves by trade 


the high tilling tower of jail cells 
is full of them 
full of legends that walk through fog 


when nobody’s looking 


A Mirrored and Transcending Passage 


Symbols of necessity come from nothing. 
Viore than chance 
Make sears on the skin. 


Make samaritans look like fighters. 


Speechless and almost gone, 
Your friends bury keys in their revolving pockets, 


Their greetings and midnight blankets are on loan. 
S § = 


You cry to find them rolling over again and again. 
Fingering the bargains in their pockets, 


Paying the salesman for his thoughts. 


The deep glare, the narrow thought, 


Won't tarnish the valuables tin your vault. 


You cross the confederate tracks. 

Follow that gray fence, 

Claw the clouds and thin the night’s light, 
c c 

Step from stone to stone to see 

Small globes of fire deep ahead 


And want to lose most things you have. 


‘ickels from a police station stack up to taunt you. 
‘he dead wide fields can never be captured. 


‘here 1s always the lift of melting wind before a storm. 


ike everyone else, 

ven the ones who don't know it, 

ou scatter loose into buildings 

vow yellow with stains and fingerprint rain, — 


ainted with that green graffiti treasure. 
lere the sky fires flowers at you. 


\weless servants in robes strut by with no companions. 


‘lags waver from iron windows. 


irystals shape the sun from lowertops. 


‘he road rumbles with the sound of a choir. 


io 


It's All Yours 


Pil pul wrapping on my words, 
force them loo, 


put all my might into them. 
Pll force the pegs where they will not go. 


PI pretend the heat in this box 
and your needle eyes 
Do not pierce my side-glance armor 


or conceal your elusive disdain. 


This will not be awkward like. 
you dare nol say. 


Tt will just be there. 


Why spit oul your own rose? 
Yet stomach the thorn? 
Why deny how pale and bound 


your bleeding mind is? 
Ifyou want me lo, 


Pit helps you pretend to smile, 


rll never admit | never knew you. 
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‘Il lend both hands to you 
but don’t paste up any pictures 


now that they only make disguises of us. 


f your pearl crust wants its own champagne 
tricks and toasts, 
won't throw old yous at now yous. 


I won’t expose your tinsel knees. 


f you want me to, 
Pil let you tremble and fall, 
say all your stars are mine, 


Slap my cheek when I sigh. 


aX 


A World’s Door 


Wide ice forest blades hang from the door 


They clink together like chimes on the door 


Black sky medicines aim in at the door 
Time-thinning, air-thickening, body-britthing 


Chemicals soak through the door 


A bull fighter’s red handled, white slender 
Saber is stuck in the door 
A constitutional checklist drops 


To the floor from on lop of the door 


A mahogany casket lined in blue velour’s 
Propped beside the door 


A self-portrait on tracing paper ts stapled to the door 


Feathers, like memory, drift beneath the door 
Photographs of children buoyed on the ocean 


Peer in from behind the door 


Guts ofa kaleidoscope seatter under the door 


Divining crystals sway across the door 


A marble carving kneels and prays in front of the doo 


A Persian rug lies at the foot of the door 
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he hats of by-gone wizards and magicians 
Adorn the door 


lectricity sizzles around the door 


obody stands at the door 
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The First Flower 


My heart was humming. 


It was sighing. Or was I erying. 


The birds in petal trees 

sing their voices through vines 

and she blossoms a bridge 

from the swarm of all cooling colors 


lo this deep s sated fever inside. 


There’s pearls in my pockets 
hanging from the traveler's sky 


like sailor’s stars. 


Draped and curving shadow sleps 
mark where she moves like waves 
through a soaking glow. 


Light from the valley 


twists in her hair. 


Anger is a rosary 

brought as olfering. 

I fall out of the caged opening 
by chance by an eye 


inside a smoking sear. 


he high-grade baptisms 
1e dead juries call form 
‘om the photocopied mind 


fa chairman who wants to be king. 


rag down enough beginners 


» fill the prisons with mail. 


ust next door 

er painting of a dragon 

ithout shelter and beneath a sky that smells 
like rain 


hangs. 


he New Age Queen-in-a-box 


aunts her crown. 


butterfly floats around 


stained glass mausoleum 


nd all the flowers twist 
rough the palace of the golden court 
nd rise from ancient stones 


where memory lives. 
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The frozen-over mountaintops 

sing in the fire of the night 

and the snow line where the trees sul STOW 
holds the round red star 


flashing in my head. 


Past the break of morning 


the only day sheds its shield. 
I had been satisfied standing in line 


knowing freedom meant 


a 


one life’s imprint left on the next horizon. 
A graveyard earden grew 


a blonde echo 


that became circles of air. 
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I Crossed Paths With A Sapphire Night 


he’s got capable hands 
he don’t look twice 
he don’t look baek 


he’s got blazing mineral eyes 
he thinks too much 
nd she feels the same 


ul she don’t pretend to care 


he’s got Arabian Nights all in her hair 
he’s always jumping up the walls of sand 
/hen she gets caught in a tomb room 


nd can’t wake up 


he gets lost in a ocean where 


always seems so hard to speak 


end up wailin’ outside in the middle of the cold 


/ith her lightning face | shut myself inside 


inhaled all the sad smoke 


eft none for her 


he homeless thief throwing cards up his sleeve 


eminds me where ?m going without her 


a 


night shifts 


from the deep 
invisible distance 


thumping like a ringing rockel 


down the dark alley 


below the rim of concrele canyon 


the damp, worried 
chrome lamps 


pretend not to sleep like machinery 


the cosmopolitan cliffs sway and swagger 
thick with clanging of arms 

and velvet voices of hired hands 

and kept daughters 


clawing towards the peak 
their thin flesh 


searching out angels along waste trails © 


dries to a wind’s whistle 
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From The Delta 


Remember the flower’s dream, whose 


birthplace is never above the snow 


Remember all these people 
chased by a split-tongue air 
through their own ruins 
and the cavern eyes, 


that refuse to unfreeze 


Remember the rosary 
candle-spun faith 
placing pleas in front 
of the dagger council 
that sits at the head 
of triumphant futures 
relentless as it spits 


oul verdicts 


Remember 
the furnace’s 
dirt road 
and the wide 


waler 


streetwalker 


you walk with weights 
on the floor of the sea 


acting like you're not worthy of being tickled green 


your head is hung straight 
but your hair is down 


over your mouth 


you could never seem to find your room 
well it finally seems you found a place 


but aren’t the drunks still waiting for your call 


you cried over your wardrobe 
you shook my world oul 


when you stole away from camp 


| feared for your life 
bul you have always been changing early 


but you left your father’s wishes too late 


your witch’s box ts always open wide 
in the same place 
your secret safe always 


well concealed 
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/hen will the narrow girl empty out the stone 
raat is locked inside her 


y the temples of her birth 
adie, Pm still watching down the block 


ancing beneath a boot heel 
harmonica sounds every time you move 
Il ten holes blaring 


1. your deep aqua ar 


hough it only seems to confuse you 
will finally have my head open 


he next time you feel like speaking 


sady, | thought you were on a rusty corner 
“you run into an ending 


won't know what to send you 


’s true | never had good eyes for you 
guess you finally found your brilliant 


alf-immortal home 


Ghost 


I strip clean 
in front of the Nighthawk windows 


that could not show any care 


All the images mysteries 
and that is where they Il stay 


alone 


The streets dark and empty 
flatlened air 


a soundless morning 
I stare down 


a dry white 


smoking reflection 
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The Joke 


He said what I said 


Sol laughed. 


I laughed because I saw myself 
Outside myself 


So. | laughed. 


Who was the joke in this? 


Who wasn’t? 


When you get down to it, 
When you get down to the bottom of the trees, 


When you get down beneath them really, 


When you get down beneath the reeds , 
Beneath the swamps, 
Beneath the elephants’ footprints, 


Down among the bugs and banana leaves, 


When you get right Lo it, 
Who couldn’t laugh 


At this ambition? 


At the dirt rising 


= . ; 5 
And the Courthouses exploding anyway: 
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yes, accepted quite easily 


those who don’t read the directions 

have to pul cotton in their mouths 
or else 

lake to the streets in hope 

of not being shot al 


from everywhich side 


I wonder how does the teacher say he feels 
when the judges are let loose 


on the children 


the same children 


who are told 


lo gel packing 
lo gel ready 


for the big lesl 


a big test designed 
lo be like a small handeulf 
can gel just about anyone 


Into autopilot 
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The Apparition 
somebody answers me, I'll pray for them. 


hats when she appears 


id places her hand on the old wall. 


he says, Your heart is in there. 


00d luck getting it out. 
sigh. /t’s always been there. 
Know. 

ul [ want i. 


he smiles. 


hat is not the way to save a life. 
had never seen her before or since. 


accept the future has happened. 


cannot change that. 


ut when it comes to vagabond mothers, 
never had a choice. 


ot in this life. 
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Nothin’ Kid Blues 


We all so smart 


We all have not learned a thing 


But we all so smart 


We none of us know anything 


I think PH go, 


I think PU 20, gO up Lo college on Jupiter 


20 up Lo college on Jupiter 


There they might not speak my language 
But maybe they Il know 


A thing or two about living 


All alone 


; : 
It’s not just me 
No ils not just me 
Solomon sees 


Just about nothin’ too 


I wish | could be 

Mr. McCarthy’s love affair 

I wish | could be 

Mr. McCarthy’s love affair 

Then maybe people would leave 


Me the hell alone 
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ul then ’d want to be 
haddeus Stevens’ pretty wife 
es, | would want to be 
haddeus Stevens’ pretty wife 


hen maybe I could make a few more friends 


doesn’t seem like much 
J/hichever way | turn 
o it doesn’t seem to matter 


‘IT say yes or if I say no 


know a nervous kid 
Vho can look at you like you’re a saint 
he’s a nervous kid 


he can make you feel just like a saint 


ul | can’t seem to keep 
ny heart-soft soul 
0, | can’t seem to keep 


ny heart-soft soul 


ext time I find one 


m gonna grab her body and run 
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alone though mumbling aloud 


rows 
trunks 


keep 


of sharp hedges 
planted for centuries 
linear order inside 


pretend to ascend toward the sky 


a blade green a square green 


a yours then mine green 


ado and don't green 


tear through 


tear through 


lear through 


shades 
of fragrance 
movement 


old 


Lo 


a Narrow ing green 


DD 


aristocracy 


a fellowship foundatior 
of savage Lreasures 

a process 

of heritage 

and lonely courts 

a hole 

where expectation idly 


took hold 


and tones a wave 
and pink pink 
of an other eye 
Lrees move 
color 


oz 


Yawning Eyes 


ther said, Son good to see you this way. 


rhaustion ts the American Pastime. 


‘ipping onto the bus 


eryone there saw me and was happy. 


hey said, Son, way to keep up that patriotism. 


hat’s the kind of spirit we can all show the world. 


ou can always have your dream, or your job, 


; long as no one Is awake to challenge you. 


lie awake and I wonder 


anyone else shares my greal love at this hour. 


The Patient Night 


A dead wind’s been blowing 
Since before the rise of man 


Breathing us all to life 
Cc 


It gasps through every vine 


And hunts all day with invisible hands 


Vicksburg falls through fire 
Children sleep in the leather off their shoes 


Dolls sleep in the leather off their shoes 


Old canons on old basket walls 


Assualt from every coasl 


The circle of Istanbul still under siege 
The Golden Torn dredged 


And the gold chain breaks 


Plaster men in uniforms 
Tumble through mud 


Roll across green earth in crashing waves 
& 
Concrete holes punched in their sides 
A gray metal fortress knocks all of them down 


With spears of fire 
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dead wind’s been blowing 


nd breathing and gasping through every vine 


1 the untracked country of wide spaces 


orests run wild 


teep hills stab and carry the green erass 
rees grow up taller than gods 
rotecting the solid silence 


hat’s never once been broken 


eyond the hills, sun men take their lunches 
1 an office for three 

he Aftermath waits in a dead lobby 
laces grave selling signs 


ets all the cool ceiling fans believe is time 


ince before the rise of man 
dead wind’s been blowing and gasping 


nd hunting with invisible hands 


he passion in the heart 
he notches in the brain 


inalized as beautiful gifts 


WW 
OX 


The granite piece above the State 
Where the only thing engraved 
Is a neon sign 


And a bored angry face 
A dead wind and invisible hands 


Up in the mountains 

They captured a fated friend 
A past executioner 

Strung him up too tight 


Left his body for time 


Not far away 

On asmall strip of silt 

Night brings boats between the trail 
The swamp 


The wide ocean breeze 


Shadows flashes bodies 


merge from the horizon 
Everybody's searching for the city 


By the fire 


On the water 
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/aiting to be conquered 


nights come down 

arrow straits are full 
lands lead out onto sands 
9 where religion kills 


self and dies alone 


eaches bleed crowds 
f rich men and gamblers 


/ho’ve forgotten that the past survives them 


hose same waters wash the feet of a nation 
/here men called flowers 


Jere once thrown down one after another 


nd baggy men weighed down 
y gascans and weapons 
cramble searching just one more lime 


or the nightmare of pride 


1 the thick bushes 


uiet tradition fills the air 


O7 


The Flashing Art Of The Phantom Vagabond 


Standing like a thin stained glass column 
all on its own 
The tired comedy recedes back 
your face frozen 
Motionless with sorrow or wisdom 
your daylights brimming 
Nerve running and plain oul and oul movement 
your ink flies by pages filling 
the bottom blankness 
racing thought after thought vision after visio 
puffing across frenzied brilliance 
wall-busting forms 
You do not rest your time in this world 
You do not need to 
The junk that fills you up inside 
you spew oul constantly 
like a machine ungeared 
You realize mechanisms and theories can never last 
more than a minute 
You are more than a container of energy 
more than your fantasized adventure 
love hope hysterical your living 


has splashed around in 


ou are a cigarette 
or something like that 
in the night 
pu are chemical and people can see that 
pu read somewhere sometime by someone 
that motorcycles equal LSD 
ou think that’s true 
du want to be quicksilver and you don’t 
he colors you wear are fascinating 
they run tight in strange patterns 
along your complete and narrow form 
our figure and posture are fascinating 
ou are the closest thing to freedom in this world 
ou are brittle 
particles dancing out of focus 
our flying footsteps search in fixed wandering 
our whole gray melody gaze shows expended birth 
and confused erratic movement 
through the recess costume party 
Il the self parades 
cracking sparks at illegal allies 
restricted to outside the circuil 
/in-or-lose-aulonomous strategies 
draw the only circuit 


‘ar viewpoints that reporters and fan clubs fashion 
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lo you altlack your guesses and your love 
Policies and fears aim boredom at your lightning 
fueled rattling 
and alt your heroes too 
Faith in levitation and silver crystal star explosions 
builds up your arrest warrant 
and the billboard slander 
Even you can’t stop what has always been coming 
You know better than to lock yourself in jail 
though most people around you don’t know 
any other way to go about life 
You know you can’t slay at home 
You know you don't have a home 
and that there really is no such thing 
as permanence 


When everyone wants lo be an owner 
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The Funeral Graffiti Choir 


eainst this life they are lay preachers 
nting from behind yellow masks strapped to them by 


‘owing creatures. 


ignified fist throwers who already live in Hell. 
ut they can’t see 


r they're black eyes are foggy mirrors. 


eper claws strike out fast from between their lips 
id the tigers lie curled up in their minds. 

hey lash out in Fool’s favor 

ith lightning voices 

ial have always fed the stale echoes 


’ their decaying kind. 


hey’re preparing a deep hole in the ground 
yr everybody that they've found, 


ut the dirt has already fallen back in on their heads. 


/hen the striking hand points 

. their fresh gravestones, 

ot even that solid white rock will be shining 
yr they have made their souls into nothing 
ul mimes descending 


ad drowning in the dark. 


Al 


pennyman *s heart 


from the pinpoint glow of morning 
lo pale naked noontime 
through wildfire evening 


and the magic cloaking dark 


I sit in the narrow swallow of lamplight 
trying to know and see the unfolding 
petals of a receding dawn 
the city’s false wallpaper front 


a distant, stretching view hiding 


wanting to stroll right in 
on a spear-straight sidewalk 
lo glowing mysteries hidden 
by those fighting for their gold 


though they're already dead 


Il went down to the half-house 
where the sun barely blinks 


and the food is so searce 
shredded capes who work in the district lower 


lry nol to sound a creek 


as they unload the vault 
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hen my lights burn out 
like | know they will 
Pll run to melt inside the arms 


of a Queen without a past 
Il see tears soaking a pile of suitcase money 


proof to a tired wired mind 


a killer and a poet’s heart 
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The Life Of A Father’s Death 


Three years ago my heritage frayed at the top and san 
in the wind 


lo the ground. 


Ile suffered for years from that disease of the mind 
where wires freeze up 
and play stray chords 


on electric violins. 


Each passing memory a calm wash over his gaze 
and the handmade home 
that always spoke through his clothes ‘ 


Was nol a memory. 


Kor over a week his son thought about 
the seienee of erace 
while staring into folk tales 


covered in cloth and plastic. 


The poor man’s prophet speaks ofa sea inside. 
Kven after they're all gone. 

« c 
Blue jeaned men will always dry their bones 


in-every shade of the sun. 


he moment when his birth gol rearranged 
nd the whispering air turned to needles 


as like falling in love. 


n unmistakable future captured my father 
nd emptied him of ey erything 


ntil he was everything. 


le returned to our warm creamy house 
nder the palms 


» tell what he had known all along. 


le came in the night 
nd told us in the night 


ll the while in the shade of the night. 


0 maybe darkness leads us to these places of truth, 


hispered the thread in my heart. 


Yd boats have sailed in fog 


nd returned home. 


eyond this house and grove 
radio ladder towers into the night 


aching for the bottom of our well. 


varialions on an ending 


and every time you look past the concrete shade 


torn ereen granite mountains are readying Lo erupl 


and beneath them actors whisper about 


how lo approach conversations with a dog 


how you're caught inside a prayer 


and pastors and children are buying mansions 


and how you light your mask to show to the crowd 


how to forgel vesterday'’s losses 


and tell her to keep to her mirror 


and how to be finally alone 
how glass-thin mornings prove you don’t exist 

c « 
and federal bank security guards how ignorant 
black boot and foaming secrets of underground cities 
and you a mental outlaw inside a numbered badge 
and birthplace students curse you for obeying 


tree s1ONS 
streel SIgns 


how if you die hard enough thunder might sing dow 
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ow she wonders why she can only see 


nd what has become your ghost 


nd you follow the card players’ footfalls 


n»rough chamberhall memories 


nd somewhere near 
jamond drops sail and whistle 


9 all the passing footprints 


OW you sit up in your makeshift room 
OW yOu grab everything that you think you've left 


nd keep watching from your second doorway 
ow the place layered with wonders of desire and fear 


nd aches to the ancient bottom 


lIrones on every vacant window 
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